looking at him, her strange lodger, who had, she thought,
grown mad by sitting so long over his books.
Another time he would remember that he had moved into
another lodging; but how it had happened, what was the matter
with him, and why he had to move he did not know, though
his whole soul was swooning in continual, irresistible yearn-
ing. . . . But to what end, what led him on and tortured him,
and who had kindled this terrible flame that stifled him and
consumed his blood, again he did not know and could not
remember. Often he greedily clutched at some shadow, often
he heard the rustle of light footsteps near his bed, and a
whisper, sweet as music, of tender, caressing words. Some-
one's moist and uneven breathing passed over his face, thrill-
ing his whole being with love; hot tears dropped upon his
feverish cheeks, and suddenly a long, tender kiss was printed
on his lips; then his life lay languishing in unquenchable
torture; all existence, the whole world, seemed standing still,
seemed to be dying for ages around him, and everything
seemed shrouded in a long night of a thousand years. . . .
Then the tender, calmly flowing years of early childhood
seemed coming back to him again with serene joy, with the
inextinguishable happiness, the first sweet wonder of life, with
the swanns of bright spirits that fluttered under every flower he
picked, that sported with him on the luxuriant green meadow
before the little house among the ^acacias, that smiled at him
from the immense crystal lake besiHe wEich he would sit for
hours together, listening to the plashing of the waves, and that
rustled about him with their wings, lovingly scattering bright
rainbow dreams upon his little cot, while his mother, bending
over him, made the sign of the cross, kissed him, and sang him
sweet lullabies in the long, peaceful nights.  But then a being
suddenly began to appear who overwhelmed him with a child-
like terror, first bringing into his life the slow poison of sorrow
and tears; he dimly felt that an unknown old man held all his
future years in thrall, and, trembling, he could not turn his
eyes away from him. The wicked old man followed him about
everywhere.   He peeped out and treacherously nodded to the
boy from under every bush in the copse, laughed and mocked
at him, took the shape of every doll, grimacing and laughing
in his hands, like a spiteful evil gnome: he set every one of
the child's inhuman schoolfellows against him, or, sitting with
ihe little ones on the school bench, peeped out, grimacing,
from every letter of his grammar.  Then when he was asleep